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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE Party ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Set Lord Charles Beresford off to China, Things 


having been a bit ruffling out there for some time, and Lord C. B 


being a champion “ putter to rights” of things generally, and being 
no longer eligible as Parliamentary candidate in ordinary for 
casually vacant constituencies, what more natural than that he 


should go and “look into it’’? 


A NAVAL DEMONSTRATION. 


Concerning China (what a haul !) 
Among the mighty nations 

There are, what we politely call, 
‘‘ Extremely strained relations.” 

The bear and lion growling stand 
With one another nettled ; 

But Lord Charles B. is now on hand— 
The thing will soon be settled! 


Went and had a look at the Blenheim Fire Camp competitions, and 
showed them every mark of approval. Ran over to the East End 


just to ask the Water Company what the deuce they are up to. 
Could get no really satisfactory information, but gathered generally 
that they are saving money at the expense of the ratepayers, and 
neither half-filling the cisterns (where there are any) or fulfilling 
their contracts. Turned to more cheering matters and witnessed 
the presentation of the Humane Society’s medals to several persons 
“of good behaviour’? during the Blackwall disaster. Naylor- 
Leyland got Curzon’s seat at Southport. ‘ Deil kens wha cocked 
him there,” say the partisans. 


Thursday.—Took a holiday to-day—nothing particular going on 
—and spent some time with H.R.H. on board the Osborne at Wey- 
mouth. Outstayed my welcome, and was requested to leave. 
Luckily I can swim, and got ashore without much difficulty. 
Having got into some dry clothes, made off to Atbara. Was much 
impressed. Magnificent army for the purpose, grimly, slowly, and 
steadily ‘‘ closing in’’ upon the doomed city—though it is no easy 
job they have before them, either. 


Friday.—Got H.R.H. round to Plymouth, but thought it better 


for him not to go ashore—bit of aseaon. Prince very anxious to 
goashore, but I persuaded doctors to be inexorable—(revenge, ha! 
ha!), and made off for a blow at Birchington. Had to rush back, 
however, as the dead whale on the beach was making things ‘“ hum ”’ 
too much for a quiet chap like me. Went and helped the Duke of 
York pay off the Crescent, and then tramped through the wet with 
the ‘‘Southern Army” for awhile, and afterwards made for Salis- 
bury and paid the same compliment to the “‘ Northern ditto.” 


——————— 
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Saturday.—Allowed the Prince to go ashore at Mount Edgecumbe. 
Chaffed Lord Mount Edgecumbe about fortifying his “ island home”’ 
and defying the invader and the taxpayer. Absurd rumour got 
about in consequence that ‘‘ Gover’ment ” had made his lordship 
“‘an offer” for the estate to use it for defensive purposes. Czar 
suggested to-day that nations ought to confer as to feasability of a 
general disarmament. Pretty idea—not new—extremely praise- 
worthy and noble—and quite impossible. Besides, suppose his lot 
begins. Then we'll see. Went to help Marshal Schley receive 
congratulations at the U.S.A. Foreign Office. Nice reception. Lots 
of nice girls kissed him. Shouldn't mind winning a naval battle or 
two myself, when I come to think of it. 


UNDER FIRE, 


Sing ‘‘ Hip, hooray! ’’ for Marshal Schley, 
Let praises be accorded, 
He’s had to face a tighter place 
Than all the war afforded. 
For, though he could afford to scoff 
At Spanish “ wides "’ and ‘ misses,’’ 
It’s worse to run the gauntlet of 
A lot of hugs and kisses. 


Worked round to the Zoo to see the zoologists of Cambridge all 
comfortable; then down to Bagshot for the Royal Albert Orphan 
Asylum Commemoration and “so home.” 


Monday.—Was over here (Moscow) for the unveiling of Alexe 
ander II.’s statue yesterday, so had a chat with the Czar about his 
peace proposal. He’s very enthusiastic about the thing, and it 
wasn’t for me to damp his ardour, was it? Dined at the Kremlin 
with the rest of ’em. 


Tuesday.—Off to Nottingham for the opening of the Institute of 


Journalists’ meet, but had to tear myself away from the handsome 


city and take Colonel Hay down to Osborne to say good-bye to Her 
Most Gracious. Then had a look in at the Quebec Commission, at 
the Labour Congress at Bristol, and made arrangements for a bit 
of a holiday, after taking H.R.H. back to Cowes. 


REGULARLY GONE. 


My wife has gone to the sea, 
My maid has gone to “ the House,” 
My horse is gone at the knee, 
And I have gone to the grouse, 
My vicar has gone to mass 
(With Anglo-Romanist vows),7""" 
My cows have gone to grass, + #¢0" 
And my Prince has gone to Cowes ! 


Tue SPorrer. 





Norice.—The Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 
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“On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ F'un’s’’ WASHERWOMAN. 


‘Can the lepperd change its spots? ” 
Not much! I can’t ’elp thinkin’ of 
this wen I reads of the Czar’s desire for 
universal peace. ‘Owever, if ’e really 
means it, it is a bootiful idear, only, like 
a good many other bootiful idears, I’m 
afraid it ain’t wurkable; I fear that wars 
will prevail as long as the wurld larsts; 
an’ my advice to ’ealthy young chaps is 
to jine the army or navy. “ Let’s be on 
the safe side of things,” as the burglar 
sed to ’is pal, wen ’e began to bore a ’ole 
in the bank safe; for the best safeguard 
agin war is to be well prepared for it. 
If you coudn’t box, and you knew a man 
who was a first-class boxer, you woudn’t 
pick a quarrel with ’im, woud you? 

Side-by-side of the universal peace 
skeme, I reads of our gallant fellers in 
the Soudan, an’ am glad—though I ’ates 
war,as a rule—that there won’t be peace, 
anyway, afore we ’ave avenged the deth 
of the nobel Gordon, ’an it won’t be long 
afore that is done, ’an them Dervishes 
will bite the dust, ’an drink the bitter 
cup of defeat, wich ain’t a very com- 
fortin’ sort of meal. 

I’m glad them Blackwall ’eroes wot 
saved so many lives at the launching of 
the Albion ’ave ’ad medals given ’em. 
May they long live to wear ’em, an’ 
“get on swimmingly”’ in their various 
careers ! 

The magistrates seem determined to put 
down the ruffianism that is fair rampant 
in some parts of London, an’ quite right. 
I ses, imprison without the opshun of a 
fine, an’, if that won’t do, give the yung 
dogs the ‘‘ cat,” wich is a rat-lin’ good 
remedy for sich outrages. 

Some time back the Prince of Wales 
gave a pianner for the use of the stable 
boys at Marsh’s establishment at New- 
market—a princely gift, indeed; an’, of 
corse, stable boys are mews-ical, an’, I 
dessey, they “picks up a good many 
notes ’’ from their swell patrons. 








A Long Stay. 


Manager of Restaurant.—‘' Isay! how 
much longer are you going to stay here ? 
You seem to be a regular fixture! ”’ 


Customer.— Well, you know, I had a 
a dinner at a fixed price!’ 
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No. 1.—‘‘ What did you enjoy most last season in town?” 
No. 2.—‘‘ Oh, the ‘ Rina,’ of course! I went on purpose for it.’ 


No. 1.—‘‘So did I; but quite another ring!” 


(Shows her engagement finger.) 
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Avengers of the Thrown! 


(Recently, while the Kaiser was receiving floral tributes from 
admiring ladies, his horse reared and threw him.] 


Tue steed which Gulielm: Imp: bestrode 


A very dim perception showed 


Of the greatness of its kingly load—- 


Oh, so dim! oh, so dim! 
Naught impious in the feat 
Of coolly casting from his seat 


The mightiest man of Heaven’s élite, 
Ker-flop to Earth it throwed him! 


Back, back the trembling damsels stepped ; 
But buoyant William straight upleapt, 
"e a sweet smile swept — 


And o’er his fac 


Oh en bricht! oh ri 
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No whisper of chagrin or spleen 

Escaped his lips; no frown was seen 

By curious scribes whose optics keen 
Could his fine features probe right! 


Yet Fun bemoans that gee-gee’s lot, 
For, if the German laws have not 
Remiss and retrogressive got— 
(Oh, so lax! oh, so lax !) 
The patriots who those laws enforce, 
Relentless, ruthless, sans remorse, 
Will, for Leze-Maszsry, of course, 
That naughty creature pole-axe ! 








‘ Tit for Tat. 


Mr. Longun (to tailor).—** Your terms are very high. 
Tiad? Wall . anf 


ilor.— 1’re very high, sir!” 
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The Bear in Sheep's 
Clothing. 
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No, no, my friend, I long for Peace— 
I love to watch my trade increase — 
But, armed I watch; norshall I cease, 
My friend, from doing so. 
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The Remedy. 
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IN SHEEP'S CLOTHING. 


THE BEAR 
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A Town Mouse. 
CHAPTER 7.—“KOSE MAKES A DISCOVERY.” 


Mr. Gavorrn, after a few well-chosen words, went off towards the 
farmhouse, leaving Herbert Banks gazing blankly after him. 























“You Cnuucks ‘Im in THE Ponp. SEE?” 


“Tf the whole thing wasn’t so cursedly serious it would be 
laughable,” he muttered. ‘ To think my boss should be the dreaded 
Mr. Smith—no! I mean that my Mr. Smith should be the dreaded 
—hang it, I’m getting mixed! What the deuce does he want down 
here? It strikes me J shan’t come out of this very well. If I 
give Galopin away, and tell Rose he’s a married man, 
there will be the sack for Mr. Bertie Banks when he gets back to 
London. On the other hand, if I take his chips, and go off to the 
seaside to-morrow, I leave Rose to the tender mercies of my worthy, 
or rather unworthy, employer. Hang me! It only wanted some- 
thing like this to finish this very enjoyable holiday,” and Herbert, 
thrusting his hands deeply into his pockets, strode off towards the 
village to “‘ think it out.” 

The door of the True Lovers stood invitingly open, and at 
the risk of meeting Polly again, he ventured in. But here fortune 
at last smiled on him, Polly was taking a holiday, and old Bew- 
cholicks had taken her place, serving Banks with his accustomed 
surliness. Herbert sat down in a corner of the wooden settle, and, 
with his mug of beer before him, commenced to think out the 
situation. 

He had been there only a little while when two yokels came 
blundering in, and sat down in a corner behind him. They 
seemed engrossed in a very earnest conversation, and their voices 
sounded strangely familiar to Herbert, who, turning partially 
round, recognised Mr. Dry and Tom Hardy. Dry was urging some 
plan of action on his friend, which Hardy seemed loth to try. 


** Bah!” said Mr. Dry contemptuously, “ you ain’t got no pluck.” 
s Beant I,” roared the other; “ but I beant taking any more 
lickings. See!" ‘ 
_“There ain't no lickin’s in it,” retorted Mr. Dry. “It’s as 
simple as drinking a pot o’ ale. Polly’s chucked you and wants 
t’other chap. Eh? 

‘Yes! Darn her.” 

“ Well, you ain't agoin’ ter get her back again till you makes t’other 
chap look reedickulus. See! I knows woman, I does.” 


** What's Polly got to do with this?” 


“Polly, she’s acomin’ back from her aunt's this afternoon, and 
passes along by old Gaffer’s duckpond. I’ve sent the boy Chores to 
the young feller to tell him as ‘ow Miss Rose wants to see him 
there ; you see young Banks be spoons on Miss Rose. Well, in 
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his guard, takes ’im by the scurf of his neck and his breeches and 
chucks ’im in the pond. See?” 

“* Well.” 

“ Then you runs away larfin’, and Polly she turns up just in time 
to see ’im gettin’ out of the pond, all covered with green, and she’ll 
larf, too. And you know ’ow Polly larfs.” 

“ Well, I don’t know. It sounds all right,” said Hardy; “ but 
he do hit straight from the shoulder.” 

“‘ What are you afraid of?’ snarled Mr. Dry, with an emphasis 
on the afraid. ‘‘ Bob and me will be there to ’elp yer.”’ 

“ Yeow? What can yeow do?” replied Hardy, dubiously, eyeing 
the old man. 

‘‘’Old yer ’ats,’’ said Mr. Dry shortly. 

“Yés, yeow might do that,” said Hardy, chuckling. ‘ But it 
ain’t good enough, Ted. I’m darned if I do it.” 

‘Well, it’s a pity it’s gone so far,” said Dry, slowly. ‘‘ Chores be 
gone to the farm, and Polly will meet young chap by the duck pond 
and she’ll think he’s awaitin’ for ’er.”’ 

‘‘ Darn her and him and yeow, too!” roared the bully. ‘I'll do 
un,” and he rushed out of the bar, closely followed by ‘‘ Mr.” Dry. 

Herbert laughed loudly after the precious pair had gone. 

‘What a piece of good luck I just happened to drop in here. It 
would be good fun to stop and make love to Polly while they are 
waiting to give me a ducking, but I must see Rose to-night and tell 
her who her Mr. John Smith is. I may not be able to to-morrow before 
Igo. I will throw myself on her mercy not to give me away to 
Mr. Galopin.”’ 

In the meantime Chores had gone on his errand to Herbert. Not 
being able to find him and seeing Mr. Galopin, whom he knew as 
Mr. John Smith, Rose’s sweetheart, he conceived the brilliant idea 
of wounding him also by giving him the message. 

‘‘You’re a lying young whelp,” said Mr. Galopin, cutting at the 
boy with his rattan ; ‘‘ Miss Rose has just this instant left me. I 
believe you’re the boy who threw the turnip at me the last time I 
was here,” 

‘‘Yaas, I be,” roared Chores, blubbering; ‘‘I wish it ’ud a 
knocked thee head off, I do.”’ 

‘‘T’ve found you out at last,’”’ shouted Mr. Galopin with savage 
glee, and, seizing the unfortunate Chores, commenced to belabour 
him unmercifully. 

The boy’s cries and the resonant whacks brought Herbert on the 
scene on his way back from the village. 








CoMMENCED TO BELABOUR HIM. 


He gazed with a certain amount of satisfaction on the chastise- 
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«Mr. Galopin,” he said, “ you'll do that boy a serious injury.” 

‘‘T wish I could,” muttered the man between his teeth, as he 
released him. ‘Oh! it’s you, Banks; I’ve a bone to pick with you, 
too. What do you mean by making love to Miss Rose, eh? I’vea 
good mind to treat you to a dose of the same medicine.” 

tk yg more right to make love to her than you have!” retorted 
Banks. 

‘You mean because I’m married, eh? Why, you fool, don’t you 
suppose she knows that ?” 

‘“‘ And as to going away, I’ve made up my mind to stop,” answered 
Banks, confounded by the other’s reply. 

‘‘ You'll go to-morrow, Banks, or to-night if there’s a train,” 
responded Mr. Galopin, coolly. 

“T’'ll not!” 

At this moment the two men heard a rustle behind them, and 
Herbert turning saw Rose standing by the barn door not three 
yards away. Her face was very white, and he noticed how her 
fingers clung to the doorpost. 

‘‘ You here, Miss Rose!’ he stammered. 

‘‘ Yes,’’ she answered, looking straight at him and ignoring Mr. 
Galopin. ‘ Molly’s been laying astray again, but I’ve found her 
this time.” [To be continued. } 











Waftings from the Wings. 


Tommy Dodd was produced by Mr. J. L. Shine, at the Globe 
Theatre, on the 30th ult. The usual embroglio of farcical develop- 
ment is the pith of this new play. Humorous situation ensues in 
the usual topsy-turveydom style, winding up with the announcement 
that the whole affair was only a joke. That is the only conclusion 
anyone could come to. 

The production of Teresa, by Mr. George Pleydell Bancroft, 
takes place on Thursday evening, 8th instant, at the Garrick. A 
very fine cast, including Mr. J. D. Beveridge, Mr. Arthur Bourchier, 
Mr. Allan Aynesworth, Mr. Albert Mayer, Mr. Lawrence Irving, 
Miss Violet Vanbrugh, Miss Florence Fordyce, and Miss Gigia 
Filippi will collaborate. 


Mr. G. R. Sims’ new romantic four-act drama, The Gipsy Earl, 
was produced at the Adelphi Theatre last Wednesday evening. The 
key-note of the entire play may be taken from one of the characters, 
Miss Sydney Fairbrother’s impersonation of Dick, oddboy at The 
Frambourne Arms. Her language is couched in the terms of 
the penny dreadful class of literature, so pernicious and misleading 
in its fascinating influence upon boys and nursery maids. Of 
course, her acting is amusing, but hardly instructive to persons of 
maturer growth. This is a digression, as Lawrence Stern 
would remark, and there are many of them in The Gipsy Earl. 
Mr. Harry Nicholls as the village constable of Frambourne 
is uproariously funny, as also is Mr. H. A. Forde as Jeremiah 
Quarles, a gardener, in his matrimonial negotiations with Dinah 
Tibbetts. The theme is of the stage stagey—very. The brutally 
arrogant young Lord Trevannion (Mr. G. Hippisley) is spending his 
substance upon an adventuress, Alice Vandeleur (Miss Wakeman), 
the decoy of a money-lender Crane (Mr. C. Henry). The elder 
brother (Eric Trevannion) is supposed to be dead. He was 
rescued from a watery grave by gipsies, with whom Eric, by the name 
of Pharoah Lee, has been brought up. He lovesand is loved by Naomi, 
a member of the tribe, who wanders about with her Father Anselo 
as minstrels. Eric hears of his brother’s intended marriage with 
Alice, and for the sake of his mother’s name reveals himself to his 
brother, who horror-struck consents to abandon Alice. A subse- 
quent meeting between the brothers is abruptly terminated by 
Anselo murdering Lord Trevannion in revenge. Usual cross 
accusations result in the detention of Naomi, whose stirring 
rescue upon the moonlit road near the ruins of Frambourne 
Abbey is very sensational. An attempt which recoils upon the 
plotter Crane, who gets shot dead instead, is made to murder Eric. 
Naomi is ultimately discovered to be the kidnapped daughter of 
Sir Jasper Roy, and one can easily imagine the conclusion. The 
acting and scenery are excellent. Mr. Fred Terry makes up a very 
handsome Pharoah, and Miss Julia Neilson has a very trying part 
as Naomi, which she successfully achieves. The house seemed pleased 
to revert to a style of play which was current and popular some 15 
years or so ago, such as The Silver King, The Lights of London, 
etc., and gave the several actors and actresses a warm and enthu- 
siastic reception, the author falling in for a very commendable share 
of applause. 

Mr. H. L. Garrett, the managing director of Dunville’s famous 
Irish distilleries, inaugurated a splendid “smoker’’ upon the 
occasion of the first visit to Belfast of the Irish Army Football 
Association Team versus The Irish League. Loyalty en abundance 
prevailed throughout the entire proceedings, which were extra- 


linarily enthusiastic. 


Silly-Season Stunners. 
[LonDon aND ProvinciaL Papers PLease Copy.]) 


EXTRAORDINARY Frre.—A fire occurred last week in a private 
house in High Street, Stuffam, which was caused in a most extra- 
ordinary manner. It appears that numerous wasps were crawling 
about the window, and it is conjectured that the wings of one of 
these insects acted as a lens and concentrated the rays of the sun 
upon a box of matches with which one of the children happened to 
be playing. The premises and the child were considerably damaged. 


A Twopenny Macazine.—It is announced that Messrs. 
Harrogance, the well-known newspaper proprietors, are about to 
publish a twopenny magazine which will contain all the best 
features of the periodicals usually sold at sixpence or a shilling. 
The publication will contain stories by the best writers, a constant 
succession of poems by the Laureate, and a quantity of fine photo- 
gravure prints, besides a plentiful supply of other pictures. The 
publishers wish it to be understood that they undertake this new 
departure in a self-sacrificing spirit of pure philanthropy, as they 
are bound to lose the sum of fourpence on every copy sold. Orders 
should be given early, as newsagents cannot make any profit out of 
the magazine, and are not likely to stock it. 

REMARKABLE SaGacity or A Doc.—Mr. C. Green, of the Clay- 
pole Farm, Rotting, has a retriever which has lately shown the 
power of reasoning in a truly remarkable degree. This animal has 
always been uncommonly fond of greengages, and his method of 
obtaining the coveted dainties is as follows: He waits until he finds 
a cat in the garden, and then chases her until she takes refuge in 
the greengage tree, where her movements cause some of the ripe 
fruit to fall. He shows the greatest cleverness in heading off his 
victim from apple trees and others in which he takes no interest. 
The same animal, on being stung by a bee on the nose, was observed 
to go at once and rub the injured member on an onion, having seen 
rm master apply the same remedy to a wasp sting on the previous 

ay. 

SCIENTIFIC DiscovERIES.-—Professor Fluffer, the eminent natu- 
ralist, has discovered a very effective method of getting rid of 
earwigs, which are often troublesome at this season of the year. It 
is only necessary to catch about a hundred full grown and healthy 
emale earwigs, and to inoculate them hypodermically with the 
germs of cholera or some other virulent epidemic disease. The 
insects are then liberated, and in a short time all their friends and 
family contract the malady and perish. 


A more startling discovery is that made by Herr Phlamm, who has 
succeeded in removing all the dark colour from the skin of a negro. 
The process has not yet been fully divulged, but it is understood 
that the black pigment underlying the skin has been bleached by a 
modification of the X rays. Herr Phlamm is receiving the assistance 
of Mr. Missfit, the well-known perruquier, who is inventing a pre- 
paration for taking the curl out of niggers’ ‘* wool.” 

RescvueD By A Parrot.—The infant daughter of Mr. Samuel 
Glibb, M.P., was playing near the ornamental lake in the grounds 
of Glibb Castle last Friday, when she accidentally fell into the 
water. Her cries attracted the attention of a favourite parrot. 
This marvellously sensible bird flew to the house and returned 
with along piece of rope, one end of which it fastened to the 
trunk of atree. Taking the other end in its beak the parrot flew 
to the drowning child, and dropped the cord within her reach. 
We are happy to add that the young lady, thus assisted, managed 
to reach the bank in safety. The parrot has been stuffed and 
mounted in a handsome glass case, in recognition of its sagacity and 
presence of mind. 
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A “ Floorer.” 
Jokeman.—‘' Spoffle is under a doctor.” 
Gully.—* Poor fellow! Is he very bad?” 


Jokeman.—‘‘ No; he’s in the best of health, only he lives on the 
first floor and the doctor lives on the second.” 




















, A “Facer.” 
Editor.—"* My paper wants some new features in it.” 
Mr. Smart.—“ Yes. I think if your portrait on the front 
were replaced by somebody else’s, it would be an improvement!" 
Ape-Like. 
Sentimental.— Ah, there’s nothing like the old faces.” 
Growler.—* Some of the faces at the monkey-house in the Zoo 
run ’em pretty close.” 
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LOQUACIOUS 


_ Clergyman (to New Parishioner).—‘ Though your sight is bad, Mrs. Slapback, I 
think you could see at my church; it is lighted excellently.” 
Mrs. S.—‘‘My son went last Sunday. He mentioned that you had an unusual 
amount of gas!” 





Kirkly Amenities at Kirkdale. 
(There was some disgraceful ‘‘ anti-popery ” horseplay recently in 
the Church of St. James-the-Less, Kirkdale. } i 
THOUGH anti-rite zealots right-thinkingly scorn, 
The gauds which High Church celebrations adorn— 

















The Czar and the Kiss-o’- 
Glory Hunters. 


[The public osculation of Lieutenant 
Hobson has been followed by that of 
Commodore Schley—the latter gentle- 
man being alleged to have received a 
considerable number of gushing kisses 
from blushing damosels. ] 


O Russtan Nick! what strange caprice 
Has made you wish for war to cease, 
And prate of universal peace, 
At a season like the present, 
When every stripling’s breast is rife 
With hankerings after martial strife, 
And notions that a warrior’s life 
Abounds in all things pleasant ? 


30ld lads, in every land, enthuse 

And sparkle with delirious views 

Of ‘‘ seeking service.’’ For the news 
Of luscious kisses planted 

‘Neath beak o’ Schley and Hobson’s nose 

3y lips o’ peach and lips o’ rose 

(Sans need of beckoning mistletoes) 
Has all their souls enchanted ! 


Tom, Dick, and Harry quite agree 
Thai they’ve but to fight a year or three 
For their country’s flag, on land or sea, 
And win some triumphs trivial — 
Capture a continent or so, 
Or half a score of fleets o’erthrow— 
And then they’ll live forevermo’e 
In bowers of bliss convivial ! 


Medals? Promotion? Praise o’ men? 

They set no store by these! But, when 

Their war-work’s o’er, how gaily, then 
(Such their sublime intent is !) 

While touring round on lecturing trips, 

For deeds which Hector’s deeds eclipse 

They'll take sweet tribute from the lips 
Of adoring sweet-and-twenties ! 


So—while this wild, ambitious wheeze 
Of hobbledehoys of all degrees 
Would aid large Powers t’enlarge with 
ease 

Each Navy and each Army— 
O, Russian Nick, what strange caprice 
Has made you wish for war to cease, 
And prate of universal peace ? 

Ah, Czar, meseems you're “ barmy! ” 





The biretta that’s worn and the thurible borne— 
Yet their conduct beyond all defence is 
When to make of God’s House a palestra they yearn ! 
And, though sound be their motive, we cannot but spurn 
The dull cranks whom to cross bears the cross-bearers turn, 
And to want-sense the incense incenses ! 





For Breakfast. 








Chocolat Menier 


Sold Retail Everywhere. Awarded Prize Medals at all Exhibitions. 


DAILY CONSUMPTION EXCEEDS FIFTY TONS. 
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